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CHAPTER VIii—Continued,

HWe had searcely done so when the
men ahend of him pansed abroptly,
Webster did likewlse. nnd responding
—subconaciously, perhaps, to the re
membrance of the mennce In the
glance of the man with tha puckered
eye—he stepped ont of alght behind a
broad oak tree. Through the trees
and shrubbery he counld still see the
lovers, who had halted and evidently
were about 1o part

Webster suw the young man glnnes
warlly about; then, apparently satls
fled there wns none to spy upon them,
be drew the girl gently toward him.,

Drew the Girl Gently Toward Him,

Bhe clung to him for nearly n minnte,
sobblng; then he ralwed her fuce ten-
derly, kissed her, pressed her from
bim, and walked swiftly away without
Wwoking back,

It was n saweet and rather touching
ltele tableay; to John Stunrt Webster,
Imagioative und possessed of a ro-
mantic streak tn his pature, 1t was
more than a tablenu, It was & mov-
ing pleture!

“1 suppose her old man objects to
the young fellow,” he muttered to
himselt sympathetically, “und he cun't
come near the house. 'They've met
here for 4he fond farewell, and now
the young fellow's golng out West to
make hin fortune, so he ean come baek
and claim the girl. Huh! If he wants
her, why the devil doesn't he take
hert Hello! By Judas priest! Now
I know what those two pArangueets are
up to. Oune of them In the futher of
that girl. They've been spying on the
lovers, and now they'ro golng to cor-
nar the young fellow and shingle him
for hig nerve”

The girl had stood for a moment,
garing after her compnnion, before she
turned with her handkerchlef.to her
eyes, and continued on her way to the
cathedral. Webster heard her sob-
bing a® she stumbled blindly by, and
he wan distressed about her, for all
the world loves s lover and Joho
Htuart Webster was no exception to
this universal rule,

“By George, this s pretty tough,”
he reflected. “That yonng fellow
treated that girl with an much gentle-
news and courtesy as any gentleman
should, and I'm for him and agnlnst
this Idea of corporal punishment.
Don't you worry, Tillle, my dear. I'm
golng to horn into this gume myself
it It goes too far™

The two dusky skulkers mhend of
him, having come to another cross
path, turned into it and came out on
the malin path In the rear of the young
man. Webster noticed that the palr
werg stil walking on the gross. He
padded gently along behind them,

The four were now rapidly ap-
pronching the old French market, nnd
the steadily rixing bubel of volces
speaking In French, Itallan, Spanish,

Oyeole patols nnd Choctaw, was snfl.
elent to have drowned the slight nolse

of the pursult, even had the young |

man's mind not been upon other
things, and the Interest of the two
Central Amerionns centersd upon thele
quarry, to the exclusion of any thought
of posalble Interruption.

Webster felt Instinetively that the
two men would rush and make a con-
certed attack from the rear. e
amiled.

“I'Il just fool you twe howmbren a
whole lot," he thought, and stooping,
picked up a small stone. On the In-
stnnt the two men, having approached
within thirty feet of their quarry,
mide a rush for him,

Thelr charge was swift, but though
it was, tha little stone which John
Btunrt Webster hurled was swifter, It
struck the young muan fairly between
the shoulderbindes with a force wuffi
elent to bring him out of his sentl-
meninl reverle with a jerk, as It were,
He whirled, saw the danger that
threatened him, and—sprang (o meat
| '8
. “RBrave!” yelled Wabster, and ran to
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his ald. for he had ween now that it
wos to be knife work., Tragedy In-
stend of melodramn,

The man with the puckered eye
closed In with such eagerness It was
apparent to Webster that here was
work to his lking. The young man
ralsed his lght cane, but Puckereye
did not heslitate. He merely threw up
his (eft forenrm to meet the expected
blow mlined at his head, lunged for
ward and «inshed vielovsly at the
young man's ahdomen, The Iarter
draw bnek a step, doubled like a jack-
kuife, and Mrought his cane down
viclously acrose the knuckles of his
nsanlinnt's right hand,

“So It Is thou, son of & plg” he
ealled plensantly in Spunish, “1 fool
ed you that time, dido't 17 he added
In English. *“Thought | would ali
for your hend, didn’t you?”

The blow temporarily paralyzed the 1
asannnin's hand ! he dropped the knife,
and ns he stooped to recover It with
Lis left hand, the young man, before
rotrenting from Pop-eye, kicked Puck-
ereye In the face and quite upser him.

“Stop 1t1" shonted Webster,

Fopeye turned his head ot the ont-
ery. The man he was attacking foll
Into the pokition of A swordsman en
garde, and thrust vielously with the
ferrule at the face of the pop-eyed man,
who, disregarding Webster's npproach,
selzed the cane In his left hand and
with a quick, powerful tug actually
drew his vietim townrd him n foot be-
fore the Intter let go the stick,

Before he could give ground agaln
Pop-eye was upon him. He grasped
the young man by the latter's left
nrm and held him, while he drew back
for the awful disembowliling stroke.
As his long arm sped forward the hook
of John Stunrt Wehster's heavy cine
descended upon that flexed nrm In the
erook of the elbow, snugging It
cleverly,

The knife never renched its destina-
tion |

“You would, would you? sald Web-
ater repronchfully, and Jerked the fel-
low violently around, The man he had
rescusd promptly struck Popeye n
terrible blow In the face with his left
hand and broke loose from the grip
that hud 80 nearly been his undolng;
then Webster tapped the assassin a
meditntive tap or two on the top of his
sinful hend for good messure and to
awnken In him some sense of the Im-
propriety and futliity of reslstanece,
nfter which Webster turned to dis
cuns o similar question of ethics with
Pucker-eye.

The sear-cheeked man was on his
knees, groplng groggily for his knife,
for he had recelved a severe kick un-
der the chin, (and for the nonce was
far from. dangerous, Stooping, Web-
ster pleked up the knife; then with
knife and ecnne grasped in his left
hand he seized Puckereye by the nape
with his right and jerked him to his
feet, The assnssin stood glowerlng at
him In a perfect frengy of brutish, in-
articulnte fury.

“Take the knife awany from the
other fellow hefore he gels  actlve
again,” Websater enlled over his shoul-
der. *I'll mannge this raseal. We'll
march them over to the market and
turn them over to the polics” He
spoke in Spanish.

“I'hanks. ever so much, for my life”
the young man answered lightly, and
in Buglish, "but where 1 come from it |
{2 not the fasghlon to settle these argu- [
moents In a court of law, To eall an
eflicer Ia considered unclublike; to
shoot a prisoner In this country ia
consldered murder, and consequently |
I have but one alternative and 1 advise |
you, my good friend, to have a Uttle ‘
of the same, I'm golng to run like the
devil,"

And he did. He was in full flight
before Webster could glance around,
and In an Instant he was lost to sight
among the trees,

“Thint advice sonunds eminently falr
and reasonable,” Webster yelled after ‘
him, and was about to follow when he
observed that the young mun had |
abondoned his pretty littde sliver |
chasd walking stick.

*“That's too nice a llttle stick to
leave to these brigands” he thought,
and forthwith possessed himself of 1t
and the pop-eyed man's knlfe, after
which he tarried not upon the order of
his going but went, departing at top
wpesl,

The young man he had saved from
belng butcherad was right. An  en-
tangling alllance with the polles was,
decidedly, not to John Btuart Waeb-
ster's lking, for shoul®@ he unfortu-
nately, form such an alllance, he wonld
be haled Into court a8 a witneas und
perhinps miss the steamer to San
Buenaventura,

He had planned to spend an hour In
the market, drink & cup of cafe nolr,
smoke a clgarette, and return to his
hotel In time for a lelsurely hreakfast,
but his recent bout with grim reallty
had blunted the edge of romance. He
ordered his driver to take him back to
the hotel, sprang Inside and con-
gratulated himself on his lucky escape,

CHAPTER VIIL

Webster's trunk went aboard the
steamer early the following morning,

and at poon he entered a tux! with his

hand baggage and was driven to the
levee where Ln Estréllita lay tngging
gently at her mooring lines. Owing te
the congestion of frelght and traflie the
chauffeur stopped his eab a lttle dis-
tance  from the gaugplank, where
Wehstor discharged hilm with & liberal
tip.

The Intter, however, wswung his
paysenger's bag nnd sultense to the
ground, ploked them up and started
for the gangplank.

“Never mind my baggage, lad"
Webster enlled after him. “One of the
deck boys will eare for 16"

The chauffeur turned, “You've heen
generous with me, sir"” he answered,
“so I think I had better carry your
baggnge shoard, If you permit & deck
boy to handle It, yon merely have to
give nnother tip, Aand that would be
sheer wanton wnste. Why shouoldn't
I enrn the one you gnve me?"

“1 hndn't Agured it out that way,
son. so here's another half dollar for
helng the only existing spécimen of
your specles In captivity,. My state
room I8 No. 34, upper dock, port slde”
Webster nnswered, smiling, The man
took the tip engerly and hurried to-
ward the gungpinnk; the guartermas-
ter on duty shouldered a way for wim
and he darted ahonrd,

Webhster followed laisurely, At the
gangplonk the purser's clerk halted
bim, examined his tickets and punehed
them.

“Where s the other man?" he asked,
“You have two tlckets here”

“Oh, that blamed valet of mine™
Webhster answered, and glanced around
as If 1o search of that mythlesl funes
tlonary. It would be like the stupld
fellow to miss the bout,” he added.
“When he comes—"

Webster censed spenking anbruptly.
He was looking stralght Into the
malevolent orbs of Puckereye, who
was standing just behind the clerk at
the foot of the gangplank,

“I wonder iIf Pop-eye's around, also,”
Webhster thought, and he faced ahout.
Pop-eye was standing In back of him,
lenning over the ralling of the gung-
wiLy.

“Which 18 the valet?' the pursers
elerk asked, scanning the names on the
tickets,

“Andrew Bowers™

“All right, Mr. Webster,” the other
ansawered, with that genlal eamaraderie
that seems Inseparable from all of his
calling. "When Apdrew comes I'll
send him sbonrd,"

He stnrted to pnss the tickets back
to Webster, but a detalning hand rest
ed on hig arm, while a dark thumb and
forefinger lifted the trailing strips of
tickets, Pucker-eye was examining
them also.

The purser's clerk drove his elbow
backwnrd violently Into Pucker-eye's
midrif and shook him off roughly.

“What do you menn, you black-and-
tan hound?' he demanded. “Since
when did you begln to O, K, my work ?"'

Pucker-eye made no reply to this
stern reproof, e accepted the elhow
with equunimity and faced Webster
with an evll smile that Indiesated mu-
tunl recognition,

“Bueno," he sald. *“The senor he
ees anll on Lo Estrellita for San Bue-
naventura, no?

“S8o you came nosing around to see
about It, eh? Doing a little plain gum-
shoe work, I sce'

Pucker-eye bowed, By the slmple ex.
ercise of cournge and bad manners he
had looked at John Stuart Webster's
ticket and was pow famliliar with his
name and destination.

Webster glowered darkly at Pucker-
eye and sald:

“Well, you scoundrelly ecutthroat,
what are you golng to do about I1t?
Try a little of your knife work on me,
1 suppose?”

The fellow grinned-—the kind of grin
that Is composed of equal parts of
ferocity and knowledge of superior
strength, That grin did more to dis.
concert Webster than the knowledge
that he had earned for himself two
bloodthirsty and tmplacable enemies,
for Pucker-eye was the fArst of his
breed that Webster had ever seen
smile under Insult. That cool smlile
Iinfuriaited him,

Pucker-eye took out a clgnrette case,
selected a clgarette and presentoed the
¢ase to Wehster., His bad manners In
selecting hts own clgarette frst was
deliberate, as Webster knew. It was
the Latin-American's method of show-
ing his contempt.

“We shall meet apnin, Meenter Web-
staire,” he sald., “May I offer a cig-
nretie for the—what you Amerioans
ceall—the keepuanke? No?' He smiled
brightly and closed his puckered eye
in n knowing wink,

Webster took his tickets from the
purser, folded them, pluced them In his
pocket and for a few seconds regarded
Pucker-sye contemptuously.

“When we meet agaln, you seum.”
he retorted quietly, “you shall have no
dificulty In remembering me. You
may keep your clgarette.”

His long, powerful right arm shot
out; like a forceps his thumb and fore-
finger closed over Pucker-eye's rather
fiat nose; he squeezed, and with a
shrill scream of agony Pucker-eye
went to his knees,

Still holding the wretch by bhis
proboscis, Webster tuwrued quickly in

srder that his face might be toward
vopeye, .

“Pop-eye,” he snld, “if you take a
hand In this, I'll twist your nose, too,
and afterward I'l throw you In the
river.”

He turned to Pocker-eye,

“1'p. thou eurious little one,” he aaid
Im Spanish, and Jjerked the unhappy

“Up, Thou Curious Little One.”

rascal to his feet, The Iatver ~lawen
{ineffectually at the terrible nrm which
held him, until, presently discovering
that the harder he struggled the harder
Webster plnched his nose. bhe ceased
his struggles and Lhung lmply, moan«
Ing with pain and rage in the grip or
the American,

“Good I" Webster announced, slack.
Ing his grip a lttle. With his left
hand he deftly extructed a hair from
each fank of the screaming lttle
scoundrel’s scant mustache and held
them before the latter's tear-filled
eyen

"My friend,” he sald gently, “mark
how the gringo gives his little dark
brother a lesson In deportment. Be.
hold, If I have glven thee n souvenir of
our meeting, I also have taken one. Hy
this pinched nnd throbbing nose shall
I be remembered when | am gone; by
these halrs from thy rat's mustache
shall I remember thee. Go, and thrust
not that nose Into a gringo's business
again, It Is unsafe."

He relensed Pucker-eye, made his
way through the c¢rowd to his room,
looked In, saw that his haggage waa
there, and walked around on the star-
board slde to join o the general fare-
well of all on board to the crowd on
the levee,

At the shore end of the gangplank
Pucker-eye and Pop-eye still walted,
The unfortunate Pucker-eye wns weep-
Ing with pain and futlle rage and hu-
miMation, but Wehster noticed that

Pof-eye's attentlon was not on his
friend bur upon each passenger that
boarded the ship, of which there were
the usual number of lare arrivals. As
each passenger approached, Pop-eyve
seanned bim with more than cusunl lo-
terest,

Webster smiled, *“Looking for that
valet they heard me talking about.” he
reflected, “[Pop-eye, you're a [(ne,
capable Ind. T thought you had the
braine of the two, You're not going
away untll you've had a chance to size
ap the re-enforcements At my com-
mand, are you?"

He lighted a clgar and leaned over
the rall as the steamer, gathering
speed, swept down river,

“Good-by, you golden fizz and
chicken gumbo," he called, as the clty
receded and the low, wooded shores
below the city came Into view,

When he had finished his elgar he
east the stump overboard. watched It
until it disappeared astern, and then
went around to stateroom No, 34. Awx

"he stepped In and closed the door a

masculine volee sald very pleasantly:

“How do You do?"

Mr. Webster looked up and beheld &
young man, arrayed In a very fancy
palr of lght blue =sllk pajamas,
stretched at his ease In the upper
berth,

John Stuart Webster stared at the
stranger for weveral seconds and con-
cluded he was invading the sanctity of
another's stateroom, “Excuse me" he
snld, “1 guess I'm in the right church
hut the wrong pew,” and he stepped
out and looked for the number on the
stateroom. ‘To his surprise It was No.
34 after all, wa he stepped buck Into
the stateroom and favored the stran-
gor with another scrutiny.

“It doer appear to me, my friend”™
he sald presently, “that 1 detect some-
thing strangely famlifir about your
palamas."

*1 wouldn't be the least bit surprised
Mr. Webster, I found them in your
sultense.”

Fell n allence of perhaps half a min-
nte., Then;

“I dislike to appear Inquisitive”™
Webster began, “but the fact Is, neigh-
bor, I'm curlous to know where youn
got that book, 1 observe you are read-
Ing Samuel Butler's ‘Way of All
Flesh,' and that the book Is slightly
damaged, Recently T purchased such
a hook in—"

“Pray do not take the trouble to ex.
plain,” the other answered airily, *1
discovered this excellent book In your
sultense alko, In fact, for me, that
sultease has proved to be a repository
of treasures.”

Jobhn Stoart Wehster's neck came
out of his collar with the suddenness

of a turtle snapping at s fiy: he drew

himself np beside the top berth until
hin face wns on a leval with his unbld-
den guest's, upon whom he bent a look
of mingled emotions,

“Who the devll are you?' he de-
munded,

“1 regret 1 have no eard, but even Iif
I had it would be no kindness to Infilet
upon an American gentleman the cog-
nomen my parents honored me with,
for it is long and many-jointed, llke a
peanut, and emhbodlies the names of all
the saints In the calendnr. Moreover,
Just at present 1T am teavellng under
un sallas. I nm known as Mr. Andrew
Bowers,"

“And your oecnpation?’
managed to artlculnte,

“Valet de chambre to that prince of |
gentlemen, Mr. John 8. Webster"™ the |
other replied with a mischievous gleam
In his dark cyes,

Mr. Webster sat down limply on the
settee, He was undecided whether to |
roar with laughter or shriek with rage;
while he struggled for a declglion An-
drew Howers blew smoke rings at the
celllng.

“Huven't 1 seen you before?" Web-
ster querled presently.

"1 wouldn't he surprised. 1 drove
you down to the stenmer In a tax! half
an hour ago. You wlll recall that the
taxl driver carrled your luggage
nhogrd."

Webster gnsed around the stateroom,
“Where have you hidden your livery T
he demanded,

“T wrapped It In a newspaper; then,
seeking a mowment when the deck out-
slde was deserted, | stepped forth In
my—I1 beg your pardon, your-<pa jumas
and tossed 1t overbonrd.™

“But spparently yon did not bring
aboard with you a suit of clothes to
inke the place of your livery?

“Quite true—lamentibly so0, Mr.
Webster, Perbhaps you will aceepr my
despernte need us an excuse for hor-
rowlng your pafsmas. 1 notlee you
bave another sult of them. Forounate

man "
Andrew Bowers wns a mnn of per-

hnps thirty years, five feer ten inches
tall, and apparently In excellent henlth,
He might have weighed a hundred and
seventy pounds and he was undeniably |
haindsome,

While Webster was wum'lm'inzl
whether his companion was merely a
high-cluss tramp or an absconding
bank cashler, a knock sounded on the |
stateroom door. He opened it and the |
purser stood In the entrance,

“Ticket, please?’ he announced,
Webster surrendered both tickets,
receiving In turn two seat checks for |
the dining saloon, and the purser |

passed on o the pext eabin,

Andrew Bowers smiled a small, pre- |
sclent smile, but sald nothing, and
presently Jobhn Stouart Webstar broke
the sllence, “Well," he ordered, “sing
the song or tell the story.”

*“1 notleed you surrendered my ticket
to the purser,” the young man an-
swered Irrelevantly, “and 1 am glad of
that, [ take it as prima focie evidence
that you have made up your mind to
accept my company.”

“You're too Infernally cool and cock-
sure, my friend,” Webster warned him
testily. *“1 pride myself on a sense of
humor and 1 desrly love a joke untll
It's earrled too far, but be advised In |
time, young man, and don't try to play |
horse with me. My acceptance or non- |
acceptance of you Is a subiject for fu-
ture discussion, since at present we
have some Oduclary matters before us, |
You owe me fifty dollars for vour tick-
e, Andrew Bowers, and In view of the
fact that | never snw you before to-
day, suppose we siart the voyuge by
squaring the account."

Andrew Bowers sat up In the berth
and let his legs drape over the side,
“Mr. Webster,” he hegan serlously, “if,
prior to the arrival of the purser to col-
lect the tickets, you had handed my
ticket to me. sayiog: ‘Here ls your
ticket, Mr. Bowers. Be kind enough
to relmburse me to the extent of ffty
dollars,” I should have been compelled
to admit then, as I do now, that [
haven't fifty dollars. Fortunately for
me, however, you surr adered the tick-
et to the purser before acquninting
yourself with the stute of my for-
tunes ; the voyage has commenced and
whether you llke It or not, my dear sir,
I am your guest from now until we
rench San Buenaventurn, Rather an
interesting situntion, don't you think

John Stuart Webster was of Scoteh
ancestry. He had a lhereditary re
gard for baubees. He was n business
mun, Prodigal spender though he wins
and generous to a fault, the fact re-
malned that he always made It a point
to get value received, and he was prod-
Ignl with his own money; he preferred |
that the privilege of prodignlity with
the Websterian funds should remaln
an (nnliennble prerogntive of the sole
marviving member of the Webster fawm-
ily.

“l think you're too cool, young man.”®
Wehster retorted, *“Just a trifle
eocksure. Up to the present moment
vou have proffered no evidence why
you should not be adjudged a end, and
I do not like cads and must deeline to |
permit one to occupy the same state-
room at my expense. You are clever
nod amusing and 1 lnughed ar you, bot
at the same time my sense of humor is
nol so grent ns fo causs me (0 over-
look your lmpudence and lnugh with
you. Now, If yon have anything to
sny, say It quickly, becanse you're
going to go away from here—in =
hurry.”

“TI plead gullty to the !n:!li‘tmi‘ﬂl.‘
Mr. Webster, and subhmit as an excuse
the fact that desperate clrcumstances
require desperate measures. 1 am not
hegging my way, nelther am 1 beating
it, for the reason that both forms of
travel are repugnant to me, I am
merely taking advantage of certain
fortultous clrcumstances to force you,
&n entire stranger, to extend to me &
eredit of Afty dollars until we reach
San Buenaventura, when you will be |
promoptiy relmbursed.”

Webater |

ton

| of the river,

| purser

*It Is not my hablt," Wehstar retort.
ed stiMy, “to extend credit to stran-
gera who demand (L™

*I do not demand It, sir. I heg It of
you, and because T eannat afford to be

| refused I took care to arrange matters

#0 that you would not be llkely to re-
fose my request, Really, 1 do not mean
to be cocksure and Impudent, but be=
fore yon throw me out 1I'd llke to let
you In on a secret about yourself.”

Well

“You're not golng to throw me out.™

“Why not?

“Because vou can't™

“That's Aghting talk, Now, fust te
prove te you the depth of error In
which you flounder, young man, | am
about to throw you out™ And he
grasped Andrew Bowers In the grip of
u grizzly bear and whisked bim out of
the top berth,

“Wnlit one second,” his helpless vie-
tim cried, *1 have something to say
before you go any further.”

“Say it Webster ordered. “Your
tongue Is the only past of you that I
eannot control.”

“When you throw me out on deck™
Andrew Bowers queried, “do your pa-
Jamas go with me? Does the halr go
with the hide?”

“They cost me sixteen dollars In Salt
Lake Clty, but—good lord, yes. [ can't
throw you out mother noked ; d—no It I
ean't throw you out at all”

“Didn't 1 tell you 507 Be a good fels
low and rurn me looge.”

“Certalnly—for the time belog.
You'll stay locked In this stateroom
while | have a talk with the captain,
He'll probably dig ap a shirt, a pair of
dungarees and some old shoes for you
and set you ashore hefore we ger out
If he doesn’t do that he'll
keep yon nhoard and you'll shovel coal
for your peisnge.”

“But I'm Andrew
has collected

Bowers and tha
my frstclass
teket I

“What of 1t?7 I shall declare—and
with vrutu—thnt you are not Andrew
Bowers.thst you are not my valet, and
thut 1 did oor buy the ticket for you. K
dare you to face the captaln in my pas
Jamas and prove you aren’'t a stowas
w‘,-.l

“You would win on that point,” the
bafliog guest admitted, “bot It 18 a
polnt you will not ralse. Why? Be-
cuuse | have another trump up my ki-
mono.” He elinibed back Into the up-
per berth and from that vantage point
gared down benevolently apon John
Stuartr Webster. “I'm disappointed In
you," he continued sadly. “I thought
you'd show a little normal human curi-
osity about me—and you haven't. Youn
do not ask questions or 1 could ex-
plain, while | eannot volunteer (nfor-
matton withour seeming to seek your
pity, and that of course wonld be re-
pugnant to me, 1 am hoping you will
necept my waord of honor that yon
shall be relmbursed two hours ofter
you land In San Buenavatura.”

“New music to your song, my friend,
but the satme old words” Wehster re-
torted, and stepped to the stateroom
door “You're doomed to shovel coal or
o ashore* '

“Listen. If 1 go ashore, your respons
sibllity for my life ceases, Mr, Web-
ster, but If the chief engineer happens
to be short one conl-pansser nnd the
captaln sends me down to the stoke-
hole, your responsibliity for my death
begins, for I'll be put ashore publiely
at San Buenaventura and two hours
inter Fll be facing a firing squad in the
cemetery at the Catedral de la Vera
Cruz.”

"Gosh™ John Stuart Webster mur-
mured dazedly, “U'm afraid 1 enn't tnke
a chance ke that for fifty dollars. I'm
whipped to a frazzle, Any tlmme I'm
sitting In back of a roynl flush and the
other fellnw bluffs me out of the pot, I
always buy the wine, When It arrives
we shall drink to our hetter aequaint-
ance. Pending Its arrival, please be
advised that yon are welcome to my
pajamas, my clgarettes, my book and
my stateroom. You are my guest and
you owe me pnothing, except, perhaps,
your confldence, nlthough 1 do not in=
si=t upon that point. Where | come
from every man kills his own snnkes™

And he held up his band for Andrew
Bowers to shnke.

"Mr. Wehster” the Intter deciared
feelingly, "1 am not n lord of Ianguage,
8o | eannot find words to thank you. I
ngree with you that yon are entitied
to my confidence. My name is—"

*Tut, tut, my boy. Your name Is
Andrew Bowers, and that ldentifies
you sufficiently for the time belng.
When | suggested thart 1 was entitled
to a4 measure of your confidence, [
meant on a few minor points only—
points on which my curlosity has been
aboormally aroused,

(To be continued)

Prohibition Improving Heaith,
Prohibition I1s responeible for ime
proved health conditions In the United
Stutes during the past year, accords
Ing to & report of Rurgeon Gensral
Blue, head of the public health serw

HUSBAND'S HANDICAP,

“Why are you wearing the ball
and chain, old man

“Going walking with.my wife in
s few minutes.”

“Well P

“Got to keep my pace down to her
new hobble.”—Lowsville Couriere
Journal,

HOW COULD HE TELL?

“Your daughter, sir, has referred
me to you."

“Well 7

“Can I heve her?

“l dunno. She hasn’t given me
any instructions, yo man."—
London Answers, e




